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 how it was done.  First of all, I had to sift charcoal from wood ashes and as we 
burned nothing but wood in the stove, that seemed easy enough.  Then I had to fill up a 
three gallon kettle with ashes over which I poured enough water to fill the kettle. This I 
had to let stand until it became clear: then I poured off as much as I could, being careful 
not to get any of it on my hands or clothes.  I was skeptical about all this but it softened 
the water all right.  Then I started to wash his clothes. 
 He had been batching for two years so I expected the worst. Well, I found what I 
expected and more. The linen tablecloths had been used to wrap around large pieces of 
beef and were covered with blood stains.  A friend of ours, who was a dyer by trade and 
came from Paisley, Scotland, had been experimenting on my brother’s clothes, and the 
result, was a conglomeration of colours seldom seen.  White linen shirts were dyed a 
dirty slate color, woolen football jersey was a peculiar shade of dark greenish blue, and 
his white cricket flannels were a murky looking dark blue. The rest of his clothes were a 
queer color that looked like a mixture of all colors.  His pillow cases, towels, dish towels, 
dusters,socks,shirts,underwear and handkerchiefs were all grey. I gathered them all and 
then proceeded to boil them all together. Tom added to my consternation by telling me 
that the charwomen in England certainly earned their half crown a day, going out 
washing. I was too amazed to speak. 
 After finishing that part of the washing, I took a good look around, seeking the 
quilts we had given him when he left home.  They were made of homespun, except one 
that was really a hand quilted one. It was made by our Grandmother Makepeace about the 
year 1840. The heavier quilts, also hand done by our Great Grandmother, were lined with 
homespun blankets and were very warm. I found the largest one, a lovely dark green, had 
been used to cover the stable door on the inside to keep the snow from drifting and to 
close the draft off the horses. Another had been used to blanket a sick horse and the best 
one, a cotton bedspread, I found covered with mud, for it had been put over the well to 
keep the snow out.  There was no use saying anything because the damage was done, but 
those quilts would have been very comfortable on our beds when the temperature ranged 
around fifty below zero. 
 Log houses were not the warmest habitations in those early years.  Such 
housekeeping, I told Tom he ought to be ashamed of himself, but he just laughed and said 
I was too particular. Anyway, he argued, I did not need the quilts as he had lots of 
blankets. My father felt sorry when he saw how the quilts had been used and said that he 
had helped his mother when she spun the wool for them.  The quilting must have taken a 
long time. So much for bachelors! I am sure they did not appreciate a woman’s work, for 
Tom said they had served a better use that way.  I was too disgusted to argue but 
remembered what the bible said about trials and tribulations, and I thought I was having 
my share now.  To compensate for my above indignation, he then offered to show me 
how to make biscuits, bachelor style, with out milk or baking powder. He used just 
flower salt, baking soda and water.  They were very light and when buttered tasted very 
good. 
